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And He Came To His Father 


ScENE: The portico of a house near Jerusalem about 
the year 32 A. D. 

The portico should be so placed that a man 
can come on stage for some distance without 
being seen by those on the portico. 

It is the hour of sunset. _In the di. 


d the song of the reapers.in.the field. For 
a moment after the curtain rises there 1s only 
the music. en an old man comes out of a 


door leading on to the portico. He is tall and 
stately with a long white beard. He stands for 
a moment at the door listening to the reapers; 
then going over to the edge of the portico, he 
shades his eyes with his hands and looks out into 
the distance. At length he shakes his head sor- 
rowfully. He looks again. It is as if he must 
see something. Now he stretches out his arms 
and speaks in a voice vibrant with longing. 


FaTHER. Oh, Benjamin, my son, my son. 


(He remains motionless for a time. At last he drops 
his arms, walks slowly to a bench and seating 
himself, he buries his face in his hands. At this 
point a young man comes on from the left; he 
is weak and ill and seems about to faint. He 
catches sight of the old man, makes a quick 
movement toward him and is just about to speak, 
when JosEPH comes on from the right. The 
young man utters a cry and draws back into the 
shadows. The sound, however, has startled 
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both old men. The FATHER looks up, listening; 
then seeing the shepherd approaching, he speaks. ) 


FatuHEr. Ah, Joseph, is it you? 

JosEpH. Aye, Master. 

FATHER. Did you cry out? 

JoserH. Nay. 

FATHER. I thought I heard a groan—like one in 

ain. 
x JosepH. And I. (Looks around.) But I see no 
one. 

FaTHER. Noone. (He sighs heavily.) Ah, well. 
"Tis strange,—but no, ‘twas but an old man’s fancy. 

JosepH. You were looking for some one? 

FaTHER. (Evasively) Nay. (Then as JosEPH 
looks questioningly at him) An hour since I thought 
I could discern a figure on the road. I thought per- 
haps (Then breaking off suddenly.) That 
could not be. (Again JosErH looks questioningly. ) 
That could not be. (Then) Today Benjamin has 
been ever in my thoughts. 

JosEpH. Then you have heard? 

FaTHER. (Shakes his head) And yet it seems 
that he is near. (Pause.) Saw you no one on the 
highway? . 

JosepH. Noone. But I was in the field all day. 


(At this point the song of the reapers can be heard 
ion again. There is a pause.) 


FaTHeR. They are working late today. 

JoszpH. The harvest’s almost done; Mordacai, 
- doubt, would have them finish ere the darkness 
alls. ; 

FaTHER. (Sighs) He is a tireless worker. (Jo- 
SEPH looks up quickly.) He takes no rest. 

JosepH. (Mutters) And gives no rest to others. ~ 

FaTHER. (Sharply) What said you, Joseph? 
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JosEpH. Oh, Master, pardon; I meant no harm, 
but serving Mordacai is not an easy task. 

Fatuer. (Looks up quickly) You think him 
hard? : 

JoserH. (Fora time he is ataloss) He is a dif- 
ferent sort from Benjamin. (Then as if anxious to 
change the subject) We miss the merry laughter of 
the lad. (At these words the man in the shadows 
starts forward again, listening eagerly.) 

FatHer. (Bitterly) And yet he could not stay 
with us. He needs must have his share of all my 
substance—and off with it. (At this the man in the 
shadow turns sadly and starts to go off.) 

JoserH. That was but the restlessness of youth, 
my Master. 

Fatuer. (Very sternly) He has brought dis- 
honor on his father’s house. 

JosepH. And now no doubt regrets it bitterly. 

Fatner. (At this he looks sharply at his old ser- 
vant and then speaks with sudden deep longing in his 
tone) If only I were sure of that. If only I were 
sure of that. (Then he turns to JosepH.) Joseph, 
why try to hide from you the longing of my heart. 
You, too, have had a wayward son. 

JosEpH. One that I ne’er shall see again. 

FaTHER. Then you have heard? 

JosEpH. (His words here are a siah) Aye, I have 
heard. 

FaTHeR. (With deep sympathy in his voice) 
You told me not? 

JoszEru. I could not, Master, while your Jad was 
still away. 

FatHer. Ah! Oh, Benjamin, my son. (Turn- 
ing to JosEPpH) How helpless is our love, Joseph. 

JosEpH. (Dully) Aye, master, you have said it. 

FaTHER. Such is the loneliness of human destiny. 
(He goes on as if talking to himself) Benjamin 
must save himself. (Joseru looks up questioning- 
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ly.) He must suffer; and suffering, Joseph, brings 
either death or a new life. If he comes back 
ashamed, I shall rejoice,—for then I’ll know that he 
will live. 

JosepH. But if he’s ill? He never knew what 
hardship meant. 

FaTHER. (Shakes his head sadly) If the spirit 
be untouched, I cannot help him, e’en though I yearn 
to fold him in my arms and call him mine again. 


(JoserH looks at his master in mute acquiescence. 
For a moment there 1s absolute silence and the 
two old fathers, servant and master, are looking 
straight into each other's hearts. At length the 
servant goes slowly to the master and puts his 
hand on ius shoulder. No word is spoken. 
Now the music of..the. reapers.is heard again. 
The two old men listen in silence, each busy with 
iis own thoughts. At last the music becomes 
very faint ; then tt dies away altogether. ) 


JosEpH. Master, think not I complain of Mor- 
dacai. 

FatuHer. (There is a perceptible stiffening of his 
tone) ‘That I could not listen to. He is my eldest 
son and serves me faithfully and well. 

JosepH. (He has become the servant again; he 
speaks with great respect) "Tis getting late. I must 
be going. Good even, Master. (He goes out slow- 
ly, the Master gazing after him.) 


(During the last part of the conversation a girl could 
be seen standing in the shadows. Now as Jo- 
SEPH goes away she comes forward.) 


RacHEL. Master. (He does not hear; she places 
her hand on his arm.) Dear Master. (He is 
startled ; he does not wish to have her know his long- 
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ing. She speaks in a low soft tone) Have you 
heard aught of Benjamin? 

FatuHer. (Sternly) Nothing. ’Tis better we for- 
get him, Rachel. 

Racuet. Forget? You'll ne’er do that. (She 
leans her head against his arm; she is like a loving 
daughter. With a sigh she adds) Nor I. 

FATHER. He thinks not of us. 

RacuHEt. I think there must come quiet times 
when he remembers us. 

FaTHEr. Nay, child, let not your love deceive 
you. ‘Tis but the longing of your heart that con- 
jures up these fancies. (RACHEL looks up wist- 
fully. He goes on) lf what you said were true, 
we would have heard from him. ’Tis now two years 
and in that time—you know I speak the truth—we’ve 
heard but once. 

RacueL. (As one who has counted the hours) 
Three and twenty moors ago. ’Tis well nigh two 
long years since we sat here and laughed and sang 
together. 

FaTHer. Aye. And in that time what think you 
does he do, while you are holding him so faithfully 
in loving thought? (The bitterness in his tone makes 
RacuHet look up.) Know you not? (His face 
grows sterner and she begins to dread what he is go- 
ing to say. Suddenly she turns her face away.) He 
spends it all in feasting—riotous living and debauch- 
ery. 
RacHEL. Debauchery? (Seeing the look of pain 
on her face, he stops suddenly. ) 

FATHER. Nay, ’tis not for your young ears. 

RacHEt. (Quietly but with suppressed feeling) 
Master, you forget; the years slip by. I am a wo- 
man now. 

FATHER. (Something in her tone makes him look 
hard at her) What good can come of filling up your 
mind with Benjamin’s wrong doing? 
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RAcHEL. (In that same quiet tone) It is my right 
to know. 

FaTHER. Your right? 

RacHEL. I think you would agree it is my right. 

Fatuer. You love him, child? (She nods.) 
And he? He spoke to you of love? (At this point 
RacHEL buries her face in her hands.) Child, he is 
not worthy of your love. 

RAcHEL. Tell me. 

FatHer. Nay, what good can come of it? 

RacueEL, (Insisting) What meant you, Master, 
by—by debauchery? (He shakes his head.) Mas- 
ter, I pray you, tell me. 

Fatuer. (Reluctantly) A shameless woman 
from Jerusalem. One who has sold her soul for lust 
and for his gold. 

RacHEt. (Drawing herself up to her full height) 
That is not true. It is some wicked rumor. 

FATHER. Would that were all. 

RAcHEL. I'll not believe it. 

FaTHer. And yet ‘tis true. “Twas told me by 
young Simon, Benjamin’s good friend. 

RacHeEt. (Scornfully) Friend, indeed. I think 
*twere better he had kept his counsel to himself. 

FaTHER. It was not told maliciously. 

RacHEL. Spoke he to you? 

FATHER. To Mordacai. 

RacHeEL. (Raising her eyebrows in a significant 
manner) And he told you? 

FATHER. He thought it was his duty. 

RacHet. Duty! How he glories in his duty. 

FaTHer. Rachel— 

Racuri. (Almost in tears) He never tried to 
understand our merry-hearted Benjamin. 

FATHER. Be not so hard on Mordacai. 

RacHEL. But he’s so hard on Benjamin. You 
know he never thinks with kindness of his brother. 

FaTHER. Tor that he had good reason. 
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RacHEL. With his long face and righteous air— 
(At this moment she happens to glance at the father. 
His face has grown so stern that she breaks off sud- 
denly, finishing weakly) Oh, Master, I would that 
he were not so hard. 

FaTHER. (Sighs unconsciously) 1 would that 
sometimes he would sit with me. He seems to feel 
no need for my companionship. Well, I am old. 

Racuer. (Eagerly) It was not so with Benja- 
min. He loved to sit and talk with you. 

FaTHER. (Quickly, as though he realized that he 
had weakened) And yet he did that which almost 
broke my heart, and yours. (He gets up and begins 
to pace restlessly up and down.) He has brought 
shame not only on himself, but on his father and his 
home. He is not worthy of your love. 

RacHeEt. That I’ll not believe—nay,—not till he 
tells me so himself. (Then in a changed tone) We 
were so happy here, we three. Somehow Morda- 
cai 

FATHER. Mordacai? 

RacHEL. He likes me not. 

FaTHER. His is a nature that keeps its softer feel- 
ings hidden. The sense of duty is so strong in him 
it chokes out all the joy. 

RacHEL. (With something of her old anger in 
her tone) And scatters gloom that makes it seem a 
crime to laugh and sing and love each other. Oh, 
Master, sometimes as I lie awake at night and pray 
that Benjamin may soon return, I find myself o’er- 
come with dread that Mordacai may drive him forth 
again. (FATHER looks at her intently.) You would 
not let him? (FATHER strokes her hair, but does not 
speak.) I can not tell you how I dread it. (As he 
continues to look at her without speaking) Dear 
Master, you still love Benjamin? (Instead of an- 
swering the old man rises. She goes on.) You will 
forgive? You want him back? 


12 AND HE CAME TO HIS FATHER 


Fatuer. I fear that he has no desire to be with 
us. And yet (He goes over to the edge of the 
portico again.) All day long I have been looking— 
looking. Come, child, look for me. 

RacHEL. Benjamin? 

FATHER. See you no one? (Surprised at his 
change of mood, goes quickly to his side and looks 
out into the distance. After a moment she shakes 
her head sadly. FatTuHer eagerly) No one? All 
day it seemed to me that he was near. 

RAcHEL. ’Tis but a lonely stretch of road. (She 
stands leaning against a pillar. The old man is look- 
ing at her sadly.) Somewhere this same protecting 
sky bends over him. (There is a pause. Then she 
goes on impulsively) I would these winds that waft 
the soft sweet perfumes of the summer flowers could 
bear my love to him. (She walks across the portico, 
away from the old man. She now stretches out her 
arms and with a graceful gesture touches her fingers 
to her lips. At this point a shadow crosses her path. 
It is Morpacat, and Racuew shrinks back. Mor- 
DACAI is a man of about thirty, tall and bronzed from 
working in the field. He seems disturbed. The old 
man looks up as he approaches and greets him with a 
smile.) 

FaTuHerR. Ah, son, ’tis good to see you. Come, sit 
down with me and rest awhile. (Morpacat, how- 
ever, does not accept his father’s’ invitation. He 
speaks shortly.) 3 

(Morpacat.) Nay. There is no time for talk. I 
must return to see that everything is done aright. 
Sean Will not your steward Reuben see to 
that: ee oe ee ee 

‘Morpacat. (Frowning) I sent him off today. 

FaTHER. (In astonishment) Sent Reuben off? 

(Morpacar.) (Still frowning) He has become a 
follower of the Nazarene. 

FatHer. Is that a fault? (Morpacat stares at 
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his father in astonishment.) 1 fave heard only good 


-.« of him_whom they call Jesus, 8 
ORDACAT,/ Call you the breaking of the holy 


Sabbath good? ; 

_ Farner. I call the healing of the blind and sick 
and halt a holy act. 
eee (Stubbornly) He breaks our holy 
aws. 
oo (Thoughtfully) It seems to me he fills 
them with a_ deeper meaning. 

Morpacai, (Scornfully) Yestereve he railed 
against the Pharisees. (Here the father again looks 
up with interest.) He called them hypocrites. 

FaTHER. _ Ah, 

Morpacar.) (Steadily growing angriex) And 
chided them for thanking God they were not like the 
publicans and sinners. 

FatHer. (Enigmatically) 1 had not heard. I 
fear his counsel fell on barren ground. 

(Morpacat.) Father, what has come over you? 
Can a man be blamed for feeling righteous when he 
knows he does his duty? 

Fatuer. (Very quietly) Remember, son, the 
words of Solomon, the King, “The way of the fool 
is right in his own eyes.” (At this Morpacat looks 
angrily at his father and begins pacing restlessly up 
and down.) 

FATHER. You work too hard, my son. 

(Morpacat,) The work is there. It must be done. 

ATHER. I know. (Pause.) If only you could 
in_it_some joy. 

Morpacat. ) You are not satisfied? 

FATHER. (Hardly hearing the question) You 
gtow too stern for one so young. I would you had 
some _help—that Benjamin were here again. 

(Morpacat.) (At these words he whirls around and 
speaks in a voice choked with anger) That—liber- 
tine. 
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FATHE Mordacai! 

(Morvaca. TY he were here—if you received him 
here again, then I would go. I will not dwell with 
likertines. 

FatHER. (Sadly now) Itis an ugly word. 

eaten It is an ugly truth. 

“FATHER. He is your brother. 

(Morpacat. I say if he were here I would not 
sta 

E 7ATHER,...1 would still be here. I am your father... - 

“Morpacai. | You would not need me then. 

FATHER. i shall always need my son. Sonship, 
Mordacai, is by far a subtler thing than service. 
(Morpacalr stares. At this moment DEBORAH ap- 
pears.) 

DezoraH. The table is spread. The evening meal 
is ready. 

Morpacat. | (As if glad to put an end to the dis- 
cussion) “Come, father, I must hasten. (He steps 
aside to let his father pass, but the latter takes hold 
of his arm.) 

FaTHeER. Let me lean on you, my son. (Morpa- 
cal frowns and resists slightly, but the old man 
speaks firmly; his words are almost a command.) I 
would that we go in together. (They pass inside.) 


(RACHEL now comes out from the shadows; she 
looks after them; her expression shows fear; 
she goes to the edge of the portico, for the idea 
of the old man seems to have taken possession of 
her. For some time she stands looking out into 
the distance. At last, however, she comes slowly 
back. She sits for a moment looking dreamuly 
into space; then taking up an instrument, she 
picks idly at the strings. She may even sing a 
strain or two. Then she breaks down and be- 
gins to sob quietly. While RacuEeL was at the 
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other end of the portico an old man approached, 
leading a young man who looked ill and weak.) 


BENJAMIN. I can go no farther. 

JosEpH. Come, come,—'tis but a step. 

BENJAMIN. I cannot. 

Josern. I'll help you, lad. Come lean on me. 

BENJAMIN. Nay; I was wrong to let your words 
persuade me. 

JosEerH. But you are ill. 

BENJAMIN. (Shakes his head) Nay, my cour- 
age fails me.—I cannot. 


(At this point RAcHEL hears their voices; she rises 
quickly. JosEPH steps forward.) 


Racwer. Did someone speak? (She sees Jo- 
SEPH.) You, Joseph? (He beckons to her with his 
finger on his lips, and together they go toward the 
Prodigal, who is making an effort to rise and de- 
part.) 

JosepH. I came upon him on the road; he was 
faint with weariness. 

RacuEr. (She does not recognize BENJAMIN; it 
is by this time growing darker and he has changed a 
great deal) Poor man, is he ill? 

BENJAMIN. (Turning at the sound of her voice) 
Rachel! 

RacHeEL. (In surprise) Call you me by name? 

BENJAMIN. Rachel, don’t you know me? 

RacuHet. Benjamin, Benjamin, can it be? 

BenjAmin. (Jn alarm) Hush, not so loud. 


(She goes over to him and takes his hand. They 
look long at one another. Then she sits down 
beside him and speaks.) 


RacwHer. Oh, Benjamin, you have been gone so 
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long—and did not let us know. (BENJAMIN looks 
away from her.) You have been ill?—You look so 
white and spent. 

BENJAMIN. Aye, I have been ill—in body and in 
soul. 

RacHeEL. (Stirred by vague misgivings) Your 
father—I must call him. 

BENJAMIN. (Quickly) I will not see my father. 

RacHet. Not see your father? (BENJAMIN 
shakes his head.) But surely 

BENJAMIN. Is he well? 

RaAcHEL. He has been lonely, Benjamin. 

BENJAMIN. Ah. 

RacHEL. You see you sent no word—and yet he 
heard from others. (She stops suddenly.) 

BENJAMIN. What heard he? 

RacHeEL. (Evasively) 1 did not believe the 
things they said. I knew that they were false. (Here 
BENJAMIN turns his face away and groans. RACHEL 
goes on eagerly) Your father will rejoice that 
they’re not true; and Mordacai will have no cause 
now for his anger. (At this he lifts a white face to 
hers; it is as if he can bear no more.) 

BENJAMIN. Rachel, forbear. 

RacuHet. But Benjamin, 

BENJAMIN. (Interrupting) The tales they tell 
are true. 

RacHet. No, no. 

BENJAMIN. Were they as black as blackest night, 
they would still be true. 

RacHEL. It cannot be; they must be false. 

BENJAMIN. (Bitterly and sharply emphasizing 
every word) They’re true, I say. 

RacHet. (Suddenly speaking with great tender- 
ness; her voice is like that of a mother soothing a 
tired child) 1 know you have been wasteful. You 
have cared for naught but pleasure and been neglect- 
ful of your father’s love——but—but 
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BENJAMIN. Rachel, stop, I pray you. 
RacuHet. But, Benjamin, they said 
BENJAMIN. I know, and it is true. 

RacHeEL. (She now cries out sharply in her grief ) 
Oh, Benjamin, not that? (BENyaMIN looks away 
from her.) Those shameful things were true of you, 
my Benjamin? (He starts to take her hand to plead 
with her. She rises, takes a step away from him and 
says again) They’re true? 

BENJAMIN. (He now gets up and again stretches 
out his hand to her. She shrinks away, keeping her 
questioning eyes fixed on his face. He drops his arm 
and says dully) They’re true. (RACHEL gives a low 
moan and turns away. BENJAMIN now also turns 
away and says) I must go. (He begins to walk 
away.) 

RacuHet. You must stay. 

BENJAMIN. I cannot. 

RacHeLt. You must.—To have you go would 
break your father’s heart. 

BENJAMIN. He must not know that I am here. 

RacuHet. He feels your presence. (BENJAMIN 
looks at her questioningly.) He has been looking for 
you. (Her voice has lost all of its joy and BENJA- 
MIN feels it. He speaks with sudden spirit. ) 

BENJAMIN. Rachel, think not I have come to beg 
my father’s favor. (She looks at him rather vaguely 
and then a faint smile begins to play around her 
mouth.) I was so ill—so hungry—so tired of eating 
husks. 

RacHEt. Husks—you? 

BENJAMIN. (Very bitterly) Yea, that the swine 
did eat. (She looks at him in surprise.) I could 
bear it no longer. (Now she begins to sob softly; he 
goes over to her again. Again she shrinks away. He 
falls back.) Nay, I do not blame you. 

RacHErt. Oh, Benjamin, I would that you had 
never gone away. (Once more he makes a movement 
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toward her,-for her words seem to suggest that she is 
relenting ; but she holds out her arm to ward him off 
and bursts into passionate weeping. At this moment 
JosEPH is seen leading the father out of the house. 
The latter has an expectant look on his face.) 

FatHer. Rachel, Rachel, my child. (RACHEL 
looks up and tries to control her weeping. BENJA- 
MIN, too, starts; they look at each other for a mo- 
ment. In the meantime the father speaks again.) 
Where are you, Rachel? 

RacHEL. Your father—stay,—I will prepare him. 

BENJAMIN. Nay, nay, I must go. I cannot see 
him. 

RacHeLt. You must. (She hurries to the father.) 
Master, he has come. 


(When the Fatuer catches sight of his son, he sud- 
denly stops and the two stand gazing at each 
other.) 


FaTHEr. (Slowly) You have come back. 


(At this BENJAMIN sinks down on his knees at his 
father’s feet. He speaks in a low tone.) 


BENJAMIN. Father, forgive. (The father’s face 
is stern, for his love is struggling with his sense of 
justice.) I have come to be your servant—I am no 
longer worthy to be your son, (At these words the 
father’s face lights up. He takes the Prodigal’s 
hands while the latter continues rather incoherently. ) 
I have sinned against Heaven—and against you, my 
father,—I am bitterly ashamed. (With these words, 
the boy breaks down, but the FaTHER’s voice is full 
of joy.) 

FaTtHer. My son, my son. (He raises him to his 
feet and looks searchingly into his face. Then he 
kisses him on the forehead. For a moment father 
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and son stand in close embrace. Then the father 
thinks of his servant Josepu. He holds out his hand 
and says) Joseph, he has come back. This is my son 
that was dead and is alive again. Will you rejoice 
with me? 

Josep. (Taking the outstretched hand of the 
Master) I do rejoice with you, my Master. (Then 
suddenly dropping it, he walks slowly out.) 

FatHer. (To Racuet) Bring forth, child, the 
best robe and shoes for his feet. (At this Benya- 
MIN protests.) Go, Rachel. Do as I bid you. (Ra- 
CHEL goes, not paying any attention to the protests of 
the Prodigal. Meanwhile figures are beginning to 
steal in, whispering, wondering. The father is at first 
unaware of their presence. Gradually, however, he 
becomes conscious of them; he looks around in a be- 
wildered way and begins to call a few of them by 
name.) Aaron—Isaac—Hannah—all of you—re- 
joice, for Benjamin is at home again. 

Voices. Benjamin? Why, it is the young mas- 
ter—young Master Benjamin. (All the voices indi- 
cate surprise and joy.) 

FaTHER. See, son, how glad they are. (Then 
turning to them) Our Benjamin is back again. 
Come bid him welcome. 


(They begin to come toward him. At this moment ° 


RACHEL ohbeats with the robe and the saidals. 
The father takes the cloak and tries to throw it 


around the boy's shoulders. Tpeliiseradirotests 
and when RACHEL tries to put.the sandals on his 
feet he cries out.in protest and tries in his weak- 
ness to raise her. The exertion is too much for 
him; he sinks dauth..omtha-gemang éehausted. 
Two o he min steh Lorwardta-delp. The rest 
begin to crowd around, but the father holds th 
LE EL OEE ER ER INIT 


back.) 
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FaTHer. Nay, crowd not around him ere that he 
has eaten and is somewhat refreshed. 


(Now DEBorRAH appears with food.) 


DesoraH. Welcome home, dear Master Benja- 
min. , 
BENJAMIN. (Altempting to smile) Thanks, 
good Deborah. 

FATHER. (Speaking to the servants who are still 
standing around) Go in, and you, good Deborah, 
give them of your cake: and open, too, some skins 
of my best wine. Let all partake. Make merry, for 
has not this my son returned again unto his father’s 
house? (They still hold back. DExsoraw starts to 
do the Master's bidding. The old man urges) Go, 
go, rejoice with me. 


(At last some one takes the lead, murmuring, 
“Thanks, good Master.” Others follow and 
slowly they pass into the house. RACHEL has 
wandered off to the far end of the stage. 
Father and son occupy the center. BENJAMIN 
is seated on the bench. As the murmur of voices 
dies away he looks up at his father. The latter 
has again thrown the cloak over the boy's shoul- 
der. BENJAMIN throws it off and is again about 
to sink to his knees at his father’s feet, when his 
father catches him quickly in his arms.) 


FatHer. My son, my son. (Then raising his 
eyes reverently to Heaven) My God, I thank Thee. 


(Suddenly Morpacali appears. He seems to burst in 
upon the scene.) 


(Morpacat. } What means this feasting and this 
song? 
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RacueL. (She sees him first) Mordacai. (Run- 
ning to him). He has come. 

ORDACAI../ (Frowning down upon her) I under- 
stand not your words, damsel. Who is’t that has 
come home again? 

Racuer. (Timidly) Your brother Benjamin... 

(Morpacar, (In astonishment) My brother Ben- 
jamin: 

RacuHEt. (Nodding) See, there he is. (Her dis- 
appointment in BENJAMIN” has for the time disap- 
peared in her terror lest Morpacai drive him forth 
again.) 

fORDACAL) (As if unable to believe his ears) 
And for him this great rejoicing? (His eyes wan- 
der to his father, to whom he puts his question; he 
ignores Jus brother altogether.) 

FaTHerR. (Quietly) Your brother, Mordacai, has 
just returned. 

<Morpacary He'll find it dull, I fear, after 

FATHER. ( Ouickly interrupting ) That is past. 
He has confessed his fault and does_regret it bit- 


ter seas 
“Blomacar ) (Stares a wioment in utter consterna- 
tion; then bursts into mirthless laughter) Fine. He 
has confessed and so we kill the fatted calf. 
BENyJAmIN. Mordacai. 


(Morpacat gives him a disdainful glance and delib- 
erately cutting off his speech, he turns again to 
his father.) 


Morpacat. ) These many years I’ve served you. 
What reward have I? 

FatHer. (Perplexed) Reward? Why, my love 
and my companionship. (Morpacar furns away 
with a sneer.) Why, everything I have is yours, my 


so i 
Qfoxpacar, ‘When made you a feast for me? Must 
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I go out and waste my substance in a life with 

FatHer. (Sternly) Mordacai, forbear. Your 
brother is returned whom we thought lost. Have 
you no better welcome for him? 


ee 


(Morpacal turns away, muttering. BENJAMIN 
speaks.) 


BENJAMIN. Father, he is right. (Turning to 
Morpacar) I have wasted my inheritance: I come 
to be my father’s hired servant. 


canst 


BENJAMIN. (With a quiet dignity) Nay, Mor- 
dacai, be not so hard, 

4 Terre Wheedler. In that you have not 
changed. 

BENJAMIN, Believe——- 

CMorpacai. (Interrupting) Nay, I'll not believe 
you. 

BENJAMIN. (Making one more attempt) I have 
sinned, but I am deeply sorry. 

Morpacar.’ Sorry. Baki~ And so this feast is 
spread: this clamor made. What recompense has 
‘ather ever given me? 

BENJAMIN. Recompense? ‘ 

“Morpacar. )Yea. For all my toil? See, my hands 
are hard—yours are soft and white. What’s my re- 
ward, I say? 

ine ARE You know you’ve served our father 
| Paar! A 

fon Aye, and for you he kills the fatted 
calf: 

BENJAMIN. (Seems not to hear these words) 
You have not broken faith with all who loved and 
trusted you. (The sorrow in BENJAMIN’S voice is 
so evident that Mornacatr’s attitude begins to change. 
BENJAMIN feels it and continues.) Oh, brother, 


ATS oe) DEMIS 
el ea 
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don’t you see, not even Father’s love can take away 
my sense of guilt. Instead, it burns deep into my 
soul as coals of fire would burn this hand. 


(Morpacar seems touched, but just for a moment. 
When he speaks again, however, it is with less 
scorn.) 

Morpacat.\ Nay, it is not just. 

BENJAMIN. (Turning away with a sigh) Then 
I must go. 

RacHeL. (Quickly) No, no. (BENJAMIN looks 
at her. She turns away.) 

Fatuer. (With great firmness) My son, you 
must remain. 

BENJAMIN. (Shaking his head) Not while my 
brother 

Fatuer. (Interrupting) Alas, I fear in heart 
he’s not your brother. ; 

Morpacat.) (Starts. Then falling back into his old 
scornful attitude, he laughs bitterly) Words—fine 
words—not deeds—win your favor, Father. 

FaTHer. (Very sadly.as if he had not heard the 
last) And Mordacai, my eldest, my first born, be- 
comes. the.Prodigal. 

‘Morpacat., Prodigal—of what? Have I not 
toiled and saved 

FATHER. (Interrupting) Of my heart’s best 
se este 

Morpacar./ (Stammers) But 

FATHER. (Pitilessly) You are my steward, not 
MY SOM eennscm-\ 

© Mornacat. , But Father. 

“FATHER” (Goes on relentlessly) Prompted al- 
ways by a sense of duty, working for reward, what 
are you but a hired servant? 

BENJAMIN. (Coming forward to plead for Mor- 
DACAI) Father, that is hard. 
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RacHEL. (Also touched by the grief and cunster- 
nation on Morpacal’s face) Oh, Master, he did not 
mean 

FatHER. God, what lonely years have I endured 
since Benjamin’s departure. 

‘Morpacat. \ (Haltingly) You—you—have been 
lonely?” 

FatHer. May you never know how lonely. 


(There is a long pause during which Morvacat ts 
trying to understand.) 


Morpacat.\ (Falteringly) Father, I (He 
bités his lips as tf he could not bring himself to say 
it.) My toil 

FatHErR. What I wanted was your love. 

Morpacalt. | My love? (He looks around vaguely; 
he cannot understand.) 

BENJAMIN. (Pleadingly) Father. 

Morpacat. \(Very slowly) I did not know. I did 
not Uriderstand. 

FaTHER. (Who is trying to suppress the feeling 
he has been struggling «wth ever since BENJAMIN’S 
departure) Ah. 

Morpacat. \ (He is struggling with himself and 
finally he-speaks very sadly) 1 have failed. (He 
turns away while his father continues to gaze at him 
yearningly. At last he turns back and says plead- 
ingly) Father— 


(With a cry of joy his father goes toward him, tak- 
ing both his hands in his own. BENJAMIN has 
advanced toward the two. He shows his joy in 
his expression. The father now sees him and 
throws one arm around him; with the other he 
holds Morpacar’s hand. He raises his face to 
Heaven.) 
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FaTHER. Blessed be Jehovah, God of Israel. 


(At the far end of the portico stands RACHEL. She 


turns toward them for a moment, looking at them 
with longing. BENJAMIN looks in her direction 
and takes a step toward her. When she sees 
him, however, she turns away and buries her 
face in her hands. Figures begin to steal in, but 


remain in the background. An old Hebrew 
hymn_of thanksgiving may be chanted as the 
curtain goes down.) 
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THEY’RE NONE OF THEM PERFECT 
Comedy. 1 act. By Sophie Kerr. 6 females, 1 extra. 


Interior. Modern costumes. 30 minutes. 

Amanda Bartlett, a successful young business woman, is giv- 
ing a dinner party to five of her married women friends to 
announce her coming marriage. One of the women’s husbands 
is always late to meals; one is very untidy; one is determined to 
talk French in public although he speaks abominably. The last 
confession is of a husband who is “nasty neat.” Amanda main- 
tains that her fiancé is perfect, but at the very end her friends 
discover that he is not quite so perfect after all. Very light and 
amusing and based on small but universal masculine foibles. 


(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 35 cents. 


ROMANCE IS A RACKET 


Farce-comedy. 1 act. By John Kilpatrick. 3 males, 
4 females. Interior. Modern costumes. 


Miss Edith and her “little party of ladies,” with Wallie 
looking after the luggage and passports, find themselves in a 
Jonely Italian inn where. am accommodating fellow-tourist un- 
dertakes to provide excitement by invoking the aid of im- 
aginary bandits. As the bandits are non-existent Wallie man- 
ages to rout them but heroism goes to his head. And just when 
he is swaggering about the place like all the Three Musketeers 
at once—Bang! Poor Wallie finds.there are worse things than 
bandits. 


(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 50 cents. 


BREAD 


Drama. 1 act. By Fred Eastman. 2 males, 4 fe- 
males. Interior. Modern costumes. 30 minutes. 


“I heartily endorse it and recommend it to all Farm Bureau 
Schools and Churches interested in the struggle of the Ameri- 
can farmer.” M. S. Winder, Secretary, American Farm Bureau 
Federation. Bread, written by Professor Fred Eastman, of the 
Chicago Theological Seminary, is a human play based upon 
the economic and personal problems of American farming 
people. Though it is canted as a plea for help, it is also a 
play which will be used by amateurs no matter what their 
interests or pursuits. 


(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, go cents. Also in volume Plays of 
American Life, $2.50. 
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SPARKIN’ 
Comedy. 1 act. By E. P. Conkle. 1 male, 3 females. 


Interior. Modern costumes. 25 minutes. 

This is a delightful little comedy of small-town Nebraska 

eople and has to do with a timid young man who goes court- 
ing, but is unable to come to the point until Granny teaches 
him how to become a man. The play acts capitally. 

(Royalty, $5.00.) In Crick Bottom Plays, $1.50, and sep- 
arately, 35 cents. 


CABBAGES 
Comedy. 1 act. By Edward Staadt. 3 males, 4 fe- 


males. Interior. Modern costumes. 1 hour. 

A striking character study of modern American life. There 
is a very interesting plot, and a dramatic situation which 
renders the play particularly attractive for amateur produc- 
tion. A Playshop Plays title. 


(Koyalty, $5.00.) Price, 50 cents. 


TWO CROOKS AND A LADY 

Drama. 1 act. By Eugene Pillot. 3 males, 3 fe- 
males. Interior. Modern costumes. 30 minutes. 

This is one of the most popular one-act plays. For some 
years it has been one of the Standbys of Little Theaters, schools 
and colleges. It is an exceptionally clever little drama. It is not 
at all difficult to act or produce, 

(Royalty, $10.00.) Price, 30 cents. 


THE BISHOP’S CANDLESTICKS 
Drama. 1 act. By Norman McKinnel. 3 males, 2 
females. Interior. Costumes, French 1800. 30 min- 


utes. 

This is a dramatization of an incident in Les Miserables. 
The Convict breaks into the Bishop’s house, and is clothed 
and warmed. The benevolence of the Bishop somewhat softens 
the Convict, but when he sees the silver candlesticks that 
would provide him with means of escape, he steals them—is 
captured and brought back. He expects to go back to jail, but 
the Bishop informs the police that they are a gift. He then 
departs, to start life over again. 


(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, go cents. 
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RICH MAN, POOR MAN 
Farce. 1 act. By Bertha P. Burrill. 3 males, g fe- 


males. Interior. Modern costumes. 40 minutes. 

Suitable for clubs, churches and schools. No expense to 

roduce. Scene a thriftshop, run by Emma, a deb in search 
of a thrill. In reply to Peter’s tenth proposal, she says that if 
she can deliver the goods to all the day’s customers, it will be 
a favorable omen. Peter hides to watch, and rather than have 
the omen fail, parts with overcoat, watch and progressively 
intimate articles. Complications arise to embarrass the lovers 
and amuse the audience. A Playshop Plays title. 


(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 50 cents. 


EVENING DRESS INDISPENSABLE 


Comedy. 1 act. By Roland Pertwee. 2 males, 3 
females. Interior. Modern costumes. 25 minutes. 

Sheila, an attractive girl, is unconventional. She has a faith- 
ful suitor, Geoffrey, but when he calls one evening with the 
intention of taking her out, Sheila is rude to the well-meaning 
youth. Her mother tells Geoffrey that if her daughter will not 
go with him she will, and Geoffrey’s enthusiasm for the 
mother’s appearance uncovers the little yellow streak of jeal- 
ousy in the daughter. She is then easily persuaded by Geoffrey 
to accompany him for the evening’s enjoyment, and her mother 
is left with a good friend who hopes to become her second 
husband. 


(Royalty, $10.00.) Price, 30 cents. 


VINE LEAVES 


Comedy. 1 act. By Jay G. Sigmund and Betty 
Smith. 6 males, 2 females. Interior. Modern cos- 
tumes. 30 minutes. 

Burt writes poetry and loves the boss’ daughter who inspires 
his verse. He is about to be discharged for these traits when 
the boss discovers a rival firm is using poetry successfully to 
advertise its wares. Burt’s status is changed when he writes 
better poetry for his firm. Now that poetry has a commercial 


value they would take Burt into the firm and permit him to | 


marry the boss’ daughter. But he marries the pretty typist 
anne he has learned to love because she appreciates him so 
much. 


(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 35 cents. 
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THE TEA-POT ON THE ROCKS 
Comedy. 1 act. By John Kirkpatrick. 3 males, 3 
females. Interior. Modern costumes. 40 minutes. 


Because a young girl does not wish an unimportant thing 
like marriage to interfere with her “career” of running a tea- 
room, she forces a young man to hope and pray that the tea- 
room will fail. Then comes the young man’s chance—to assist 
it to fail. But he turns in and helps and his good sportsmanship 
carries the day. 


(Royalty, $5.00). Price, 35 cents. Also in One-Act Plays for 
Stage and Study, VII, $3.00. 


THY WILL BE DONE 

Drama in g parts. By Robert J. Murphy, C.S.P., 
and Cecelia Lenz. 11 males, 7 females. 2 interiors, 
3 exteriors (simple). Biblical costumes. 

Gallus, a Roman officer who assisted at the crucifixion of 
Christ, was convinced that he was putting to death a guiltless 
man. Gallus’s own wife was one of Christ's most devoted fol- 
lowers. To this Christian wife, and to his five-year-old son, he 
went home after Calvary’s three hours. There in his own home 
a most remarkable thing happened, and as a result Gallus 
vowed to be “Christ's soldier now—Caesar’s no longer.” Gallus, 
Constantia, and their son, were linked more closely than ever 
through their great shared love and loyalty for Christ. 


(Royalty, $10.00.) Price, 35 cents. 


‘THE MAN WHO DIED AT TWELVE 
O’CLOCK 


Negro farce. 1 act. By Paul Green. 2 males, 1 fe- 
male. Interior. Modern costumes. 30 minutes. 


This is one of the most interesting and amusing folk com- 
edies ever written on negro life. It has no relation to the con- 
ventional “Ethiopian” plays of the last century; it is genuine 
and highly imaginative folk comedy. The story here has to do 
with a young couple who dress up and make the old guardian 
of the girl believe he has seen the devil. After this he is forced 
to give up the money he has been unjustly holding, which 
allows the young couple to get married. 

(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 50 cents. Also in One-Act Plays for 
Stage and Study, I, $1.50, and in In the Valley, $2.50. 
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THE FIRST DRESS SUIT 

Comedy. 1 act. By Russell Medcraft. 2 males, 2 
females. Interior. Modern costumes. 30 minutes. 

Here we have all the trials and tribulations of a young boy 
on the occasion of ordering and wearing his first dress suit. 
The play is a delightful comedy about young Americans. 
Around a very simple episode the author has grouped a num- 
ber of genuine young Americans, eager and excited and full 
of that optimism of youth which is contagious. The play has 
been produced in every part of the country, and is an espe- 
cially attractive title for use in play tournaments. 

(Royalty, $10.00.) In One-Act Plays for Stage and Study, V, 
$1.50, and separately, 50 cents. 


THE NINE LIVES OF EMILY 
Comedy. 1 act. By John Kirkpatrick. 3 males, 4 
females. Interior. Modern costumes. 35 minutes. 


When Emily went surf-bathing and ventured out too far, 
she became engaged to the young man who rescued her. Why, 
then, on the very evening that her engagement to Douglas was 


to be announced, did Emily again take to the water and have — 
to be rescued by somebody else? Emily’s mother would like 
to know and so would Douglas. But the most persistent seeker 
after the truth is the younger sister who has always had her 
eye on Emily’s fiancé. Poor Emily has to have her life saved 
all over again. 


(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 35 cents. 


WILD HOBBY HORSES 
Comedy. 1 act. By John Kirkpatrick. 3 males, 4 
females. Interior. Modern costumes. 40 minutes. 


William Carewe is recuperating from a long illness and his 
family want him to retire—his wife, because she desires to 
travel; his elder son because he hopes to carry on the business; 
and Donald, because his father’s absence allows him more — 
scope to play. They decide to provide Carewe with a hobby. 
They make him a detective, but all people who read mystery 
stories don’t want to become detectives; some want to be mur- | 
derers! And when the members of the family become convinced — 


that they have been poisoned—they decide to let hobbies alone. 


(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 35 cents. 


__THE CASTLE OF MR. SIMPSON 
Farce. 1 act. By John Kirkpatrick. 4 males, 4 fe- 
_ males. Interior. Modern costumes. 30 minutes. 
Slee Englishman’s home is his castle’”—so runs the quota- 
tion. But if the Englishman happens to be an American and 
_ if he has three daughters, it’s just too bad. Lil undertakes to 
_ have her father spend a ag evening at the house. She makes 
_ elaborate plans to get rid of her sister’s boy-friends and then 

discovers a boy-friend for herself. This is a highly amusing 
comedy which cannot be too highly recommended to amateur 
‘producing units searching for a sure-fire farce. 


© (Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 35 cents. — 


STATUE OF LIBERTY 

; Comedy. 1 act. By John Kirkpatrick. 2 males, 6 
_ females. Interior. Modern costumes. 35 minutes. 

: Julie discovers that nobody is really free. Returning from 
_ abroad where she has obtained a divorce she drinks a toast 

> to the Statue of Liberty. But before the boat decks she has a 

Mass of r nsibilities—a friend’s house to take care of, a 
-cousin’s child to look after, two foreign servants whom she 

didn’t want and a St. Bernard dog she won at a lottery and 

can’t get rid of. With so much on her hands, Julie decides that 

she mtght as well have a husband too. 


_ (Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 35 cents. 


IN HEAVEN AND EARTH 


Drama. 1 act. By Dennis Plimmer. 8 males, 2 fe- 
§ males (extras). Interior, exterior. Modern costumes. 
25 minutes. 
__ Ray Maynard is the editor of his college newspaper which 
_ he has conducted along pacifist principles when a war breaks 
_ Out. All Ray’s college friends, once fellow pacifists, desert him 
_ under pressure of public opinion, including even Norma, the 
_ girl he loves. Ray continues his peace work and is rewarded 
» by political imprisonment. Eventually, he is released. He re- 
_ turns alone at night to his college, and there the ghosts of his 
| dead comrades return to tell him he was right, and to beg him 
_ to continue his crusade for peace. 


(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 35 cents. 
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GOODNIGHT, P | | 
Comedy. 1 act. By Peter Lagget. 4 males, 3 fe- 
males. Interior. Modern costumes. 30 minutes. 
Merideth Whitehouse has now beeome president of the First 
National Bank and is in a position to indulge a fantastic fancy 
—to stay in bed for a week. It is the afternoon of the third day _ 
and we discover that this unconveutional vacation is driving 
his entire household crazy. Tis wiic, his daughter, his valet, 
his brother-in-law, his vice-president and his cook all storm 
into the bedroom in their atizmpts to make him see that this 
is a ridiculous performance for a grown man, Finally, they 
team up in a last frantic effort, bui Merideth is saved for the 
week. ; 


(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 35 cents. 


KISS THE STAR 
Comedy. 1 act. By fosepliine Victor and Scott 
Farnworth. 4 males, 2 females. Interior. Modern 
costumes. 25 minutes. | 
Ken and Ber tui tae Sa. a college paper in which they 
have conducted a matching cunt: st to raise money to produce 
the annual campus follies, Kiss i/ Star. The prize is a date 
with Mary, Ken's girl who is tent’.1n cly scheduled for the lead — 
in Kiss The Star, and one hundred and fifty dollars. Hiram 
Hitcherpuss of Cheyenne, Wyoiniee is announced as the win- 
ner after Hert and Ken have assured themselves that there is 
no such person. But suddenly Hiram arrives and the fun be- — 
gins! Especially recommendea tor high schools and groups 
of young people. as ‘3 
(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 35 cet:-s. 


FRIGHT : : 

Drama. 1 act. By James Keach. 3 males, 2 females. 
Interior. Modern costumes. 35 minutes. (e 

John Fairbride, a well-to-do basiness nan, has ample reason 
to belicve his life is in danger. Finally, John receives this note: 
“By twelve o'clock tonight you wiil be dead.” John, bewil- 
dered, his nerves at the breaking ;wint from the long strain, — 
becomes a victim of his imagination. To each of his family and 
friends his fancy can ascribe sme reason for wanting bim 
dead. Then, just at the stroke o} twelve, the murderer strikes. 
A clever twist, and the ends of justice are served. 

(Royalty, $5.00.) Price, 35 cen's. 
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